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4 . 1 be Tragedy of Uthello 

Brab. Why, wherefore aske you this ? 

/<*£» Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your pownr 
Your heart is burft.you hauc loft halfe your foule • * 

Eucn now, very uow,anoldblackc Ram 

I* tuppingyour white Ewe; arife,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfc thcDinell will makeaGrandfireofyou,arifeIfay. 

Brab. Whjt.haue you loft your wits ? 

Red. Moft rcuereud Scignior,doe you know my yoyce? 

Bt4p Not I,what are you? 

Rod, My name is Rodcrigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

* hauc charg'd thee, not to haunt about my dorcs. 

In honeft plaincndTc,thou haft heardme lay * 

My daughter is not for thee,and now in madnes. 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucty,doft thou come 
Toftart my quiet? 

Red. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumuftneedcs be litre 
My fpirit and my place hauc in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tell ft thou me of robbing ? this is Vonics, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio y 
In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir,you are one ofthofe, that will not ferae GocUf 
the Dcuil bid you. Bccaule we come to doe you feruicc,you thinks 
we are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couercd with a Barbary 
horfe; youle haue your Nephewe* ney to you;youle hauc Courfers 
ror Coufens,and leunits for ltrmans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Mo«re,are now making tljc Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thouarc a villaine. : ? 

You are a Senator. 

Bra. 






ooreOj 

Bra. This thou (halt anfwer,I know thee Roderiga 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwer any thing t But I befeech you* 
If (be be in her cbambcr,or your houfe, 
Letloofconmethe luftice of the Irate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder., Ho: 

Ciue me a taper,call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike ray drezme, 
jgeleefe of it opprefifes me already : 

Light I fay,light. 

fag. Farewell, for I mull leauc you. 

It feemes not meete, par wholefomc to my pate. 

To be produc’d,as ifl ftay I ftiall 
Againft the Moore, for 1 doe know the Rate, 

How euer this may gaulehim with fonie checke. 
Cannot with fafety caft him,for hee’s imbark'd. 

With fuchloud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which ejien now tV^nds in a&,that for their foulcs. 
Another of his fathome, they haue not 
Toleade their bufincffe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for ncceftity ofprefent life , 

I muft Ihew out a fla g,and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall Purely 
Findehim .* lead to the $ agittar.thc raifed feasch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exih 

Ewttr Barbantio in his /tight gemt^nd [truant t 
with Torebts, 

Bra. It is tee true an cuill,gone (he is. 

And what's to corae,ofmy deipifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Rodtrtgb, 

Where didft thou (ee her ; O vnhappy gitle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 

b T ^ ou know twas ? O theu decciueft me 
Paw thought : what faid (be. to you? get more tapers-, 
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